His Walk 
My walk assembles itself before | take it. 
Then others fashion it further. 


Thus Doc’s Champagne Roses, and Geraldine’s 
pretty self. 


“He’s my father, not my husband. My husband is often away.” 


Then Doc says “He better be careful that Cliff, here, doesn’t 
steal you!” 


I’m Cliff, and this is how they regard my walk. And the roses 
nod merrily. 


Why does one seem to belong to anyone or anything? 


|, of course, love her. Will to my last breath. 


